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| need to know how's it going to be," Billy said coughing a little after taking a drag from his freshly-rolled pot 
cigar, the truth was that he was only doing it because he wanted to look as cool as his friend. 


The two boys were sitting on the steps of the front porch of the abandoned house that was a few kilometers 
from their school and the one that no kid dared to visit because the owner had died there a couple of years 
ago and no one noticed till it started to stink.. so everybody said it was haunted. 


Pussies. 


Unlike them, Billy and Jeff were brave kids, naive at times but the kind that didn't give a rats ass about silly 


warnings. 


"Why?" 


"To have a plan, you know," Bill answered a little annoyed of his carelessness. 


The brown-haired boy took his cigarette away while giving him the look he always used when he was ready to 


engage in a serious topic, no matter how stoned he was. 


"But we have one, | already told you, you'll sing and I'll make the music," Jeff replied smiling broadly at the idea 
as if it was that simple, as if it wasn't a big deal, but it was a big deal, everything that implied getting out of 


Indiana was 100% classified as important to him. 


"Playing drums?" the redheaded kid asked furrowing his brows, he had the urge to tell Jeff he sounded like 
shit, hell, they all sounded like shit, included himself. Being a choir boy didn't make him any less shy. 


"| don't know, | might switch to guitar." 


Bill nodded, that was a better idea, but there were still so many things that needed an answer inside his head, 
and when he was asking all those questions and planning with his stoned friend, he was for real. 

He yearned to disappear from Lafayette every now and then, he didn't have many friends there, just 
acquaintances, the guys from their "band" who took everything as a joke, just kids chilling waiting for their 
time to come when they had to go to college if they could afford it and have careers and all that, and in case 
that wasn't possible, take a job at the factory, getting married, reproduce, go to mass, pay bills and get old, 
the damn routine. 


It wasn't something to look forward to in Bill's opinion, though sometimes he would have second thoughts about 
becoming a lawyer because it couldn't be that bad. 


It didn't matter if it was by defending guilty people with a shitload of money from their crimes, winning cases 
that no one could and swim beneath corruption. 


He would get some kind of power and the respect of people who always disapproved him. 


But he neither had the money for that nor the ambition. 


It implied too much effort, like getting a scholarship, good references from teachers who hated him and 
weren't very willing to help because even though his grades weren't that bad, he was too much trouble and 
tended to be absent from his classes most of the time, the school was fuckin’ boring, he was in his way of 
becoming a dropout and he knew it. 


Then it was his good friend Jeffrey Dean Isbell, the guy who was always looking to his surroundings analyzing 
god knows what, gazing like a hawk, selling weed to the students of Jefferson High in a very subtle manner, not 
very fond of the idea of sticking out among others, just mediocre grades and laid back personality. 


And while his life was a chaos and Jeff's not so much and their tempers were too different they had like this 
connection, Jeff was the independent one and Billy was the scared kid who just wanted to rebel himself and 
raise the middle finger to Lafayette skies for everyone to see. 

A weird bond that developed in less than a year of knowing each other, there were moments when they didn't 
need to talk to say what they were thinking, and It wasn't like Jeff was drugged all the time, but that the deep 
conversations tended to be when they were trying Jeff's good stuff or when drinking. 


It was easier. 


There were also moments when one of them was on the verge of depression and the other had to start a tale 
about how in the years coming everything was going to be better, and how Billy wouldn't need to look for a 
place to hide from his father anymore, no more visits to school guidance or in Jeff's case hearing’s Mrs. Isbell 
crying in front of her children 


Why people had kids if they couldn't even take care of themselves? 


"We're going to need other people to play with us," Bill said with a worried face, he knew Jeff had some sort of 
plan but sometimes he feared to be left behind. 


"Eventually." 


It was just a little conversation, the pot, and the abandoned scenery was meant for them to relax and forget, 
but Billy was restless that day, he needed answers even if they were a bunch of lies, he was falling in 
desperation. 


"Man. I'm dying to leave my house." he sighed. 


"| know." 


Jeff's calmness was the opposite of his desperate self, he had too many emotions in him that couldn't be 
oppressed, most of the times he felt like going mad but with Jeff by his side he remembered how to breathe. 
He felt lucky for having a friend like Jeff, it was like, among all those lame people from Lafayette there was 
this person who understood him, another kid who shared the same hopes and dreams, even if they were 
nothing but childish dreams, worthless and laughable. 


Someone who gave him a hand, someone who cared for him. 
His house was hell with all the screams and beatings, he never knew which was going to be the reverend’s 
next reaction, and he didn't know how long he was going to be able to stand it, he wasn't even supposed to be 


here with Jeff, once his father noticed he wasn't home things weren't going to be pretty.. 


Meanwhile, Jeff was thinking what other promises he could make, there were a lot of things he could say to 
Billy just to make him believe once again, and he had to be the biggest hypocrite because most of the times 
he didn't believe himself. 

Bill seemed sad that afternoon like he was losing hope, he looked like the neglected and abused kid he tried to 
hide, and he didn't need to say anything for him to realize what was happening there, the long sleeves in 
summer and the dread on his face at the mention of going home was plenty. 

His family wasn't perfect but damn if he had his luck 

Once again he needed to assure Bill how they weren't staying there for too long, it was a promise and his pot 


cigar was finally making him feel enough emotive to boost someone's else morale. 


"We're gonna get out of here one of these days," he assured, " and once we moved to California we will get to 
know all these new people and we will form a band and we're gonna make it, it won't be easy, but itll be better 


there, everything will be, you'll see, just you and me, together." 


It was the lamest speech ever, but it sure made Billy smile. 


